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	No Capes

Disclaimer: Of course I own nothing.

_"A hero is someone who has given his or her life to something bigger than oneself."_

_ ~Joseph Campbell_

**No Capes**

_** Prologue**_

* * *

><p><em>Manhattan, New York City<em>

_Jan 22, 2009_

_1:01 EDT_

She was walking home awfully late.

It's not like it was the first time this has happened; her job required her to stay later than usual sometimes, so it was actually quite common. This time though, luck had not been on her side.

Out of all days she had to stay in late for work, today was the day her car decided to act up and not work, forcing her to walk to and from work.

New York City was, overall, a nice place to live in. Sure it wasn't one of sunshines and rainbows and smiling people who wished you a cheery 'good morning' as you walked by them. But, it certainly was a lot nicer than places such as Gotham and Bludhaven. In fact, it was nicer than her own previous home.

However, even New York had its dark corners.

Oh, her workplace was located in a safe place, sure enough. After all, Lexcorps always made sure to establish offices only in the most pristine and safe (well, as safe as it could get) locations.

It was the neighborhood she had to go through to get to work that was not exactly... safe. This specific neighborhood was where the most crimes were committed in the city. It was one shrouded in darkness, where the worst of criminals stalked the shadows, and the only sounds in the night were those of the occasional gun shots and ambulance sirens. It was terrifying. Even the name should give people a clue that anybody, and everybody should stay away.

'Hell's Kitchen.'

So, you could see the problem she was having.

She clutched her purse tightly against her chest as she walked through the darkened streets of Hell's Kitchen, moving a bit faster than normal underneath the few lights that illuminated her path. The houses of the neighborhood already had their own lights turned off. Most likely its occupants were hiding from the dangers that surrounded their homes.

Smart, they were.

Unlike one Felicity Smoak, who had declined her fellow coworker's generous offer of giving her a ride home. A decision she regretted the moment she walked out of Lexcorps' offices, because as she stood outside her workplace staring down the darkened streets she would have to walk through to get to her apartment, she contemplated the idea of staying the night in her IT office instead of walking home.

In the end, she chose to walk instead.

Another decision she regretted.

Sure she was used to walking down shady streets—Starling City hadn't exactly been the safest place in the world–but, Felicity never had to walk down empty streets so late at night back in Starling City. And even if she did, there was still a vigilante hero watching over her, making sure she would never be harmed.

New York City didn't have a vigilante. There was no Green Arrow or Batman to stop any criminal from getting their hands on her.

No. There had only been a kind guy who offered her a ride home, which she stupidly declined.

"Nice move, Smoak," she muttered to herself, "Refuse a nice guy's offer to drive you home, so you could walk down a street where you could get murdered. You really have a dead wish, don't you?"

Jesus, she never knew this neighborhood was so big. How long has she been walking here? Surely she should've been out of here a long time a-

The sound of something rustling made her ears perk up and her heart rate picked up speed. She froze in the middle of the sidewalk and slowly turned to look around the area, searching for anything out of the ordinary – any moving shadows or things that looked like they could kill her, but there was nothing except an empty street.

_'Pleasejustbearatpleasejustbearatpleasejustbearat.'_

Another rustle.

This time, she didn't bother to search and see if the sound really originated from a critter. Instead, she skipped everything and ran.

She could feel her heart pounding in her chest as she ran as fast as she could, and that's when she heard it: the sound of rushing footsteps trying to catch up behind her.

_'Shit. I'm going to die today, aren't I?"_

She turned the corner ran into an alleyway and before the person chasing her could follow her lead, she slid behind a dumpster and listened as the footsteps got closer. They turned into the same alley and she held her breath as she saw the shadow of a man running down the alley, until he was swallowed by the darkness.

Once the sound of footsteps faded away, she released a breathe of relief and sat there shaking until she got herself together.

_'Nope,_' she thought as she smirked humorlessly, _'I get to live another day.'_

Her lips released a nervous, shaky chuckle as she stood up on wobbly legs. She sighed in relief and moved away from the dumpster.

Only to be grabbed from behind and shoved back against the wall.

She yelped loudly and was about to scream until a calloused hand clasped itself tightly over her mouth.

_"Ssssshhhh."_

The darkness of the alley prevented her from seeing her attacker's face completely, but what she could see, was that he definitely wasn't alone.

"Thought you could get away, huh? Little chipmunk."

There was laughter from the other men that surrounded her. There had to be three of them – tops–aside from the man that was currently holding her down. She didn't know where they came from or why she didn't hear them coming, but she was cornered and definitely in a more than unpleasant situation. The man moved his hand slightly away from Felicity's mouth, giving her the opportunity to talk once again.

"P-please," she found herself begging, which was demeaning in and of itself as it was a thing she vowed she would never do again, "I-I have money. You can have it. But, please let me go."

The men chuckled darkly once again. She could almost see their yellow teeth glinting in the darkness as they smiled widely like the Cheshire cat.

"Sweetie," crooned the man, Felicity shuddered as his rough finger trailed lightly down her cheek, "It's not just money we're after."

Felicity shut her eyes closed, wishing – not for the first time – that she was back in her clean and prestigious IT office in Starling City under Queen Enterprises. Where she certainly wouldn't be in this kind of situation. And, even if she were, she would know that there was somebody out there watching over her and making sure no harm ever came her way.

But, those times were gone and she was here instead.

"_Gah_!"

The hands that had held her glued to the wall were suddenly ripped from her body, making her legs crumble beneath.

"What the-?!"

"Who's there?!"

_"Bwah!"_

Felicity's eyes widened and she scrambled back against the dumpster that she had been hiding behind not five minutes ago. The darkness that befell the alley made it impossible for her to see what exactly was going on, but based on the sounds of skin hitting skin and bodies falling onto concrete, she would have to guess that her attackers were currently getting their asses kicked by… somebody.

"You little-_Gwaha_!"

There was one final, loud 'thump' and Felicity was able to see the face of one of the men that had attacked her as his body fell with his upper half landing near the entrance of the alley that was illuminated by the lights of the street.

She stared at his unconscious form in bafflement before a brown boot stepped into the light. Her eyes slowly traveled up the boot to the rest of the shadowy figure that remained in the darkness, before they finally landed on the bright blue eyes that shone through the shadows like a pair of sapphires. Eyes that held a comfortable warmth to them, and a deep kindness that could compare to no other.

It made her feel… safe.

They ran up and down her body, not in a perverted way like the guys that had attacked her, but more in a concerned matter. Like he was checking for anything that might be out of place.

"Are you okay?"

She flinched at the sound of the husky voice that emanated from the figure. It took her a while to figure out that she had been addressed before she nodded slowly.

The figure seemed to nod his head, but didn't approach her to inspect for any injuries. He was keeping his distance, apparently.

"Call the police," he said, "It'd be best if these guys were put behind bars."

Felicity however, didn't move. Hell, she wasn't even breathing. The scenario was far too similar to previous encounters she'd had in the past that left a bitter taste in her mouth remembering them now; when a man in a green hood had saved her various times from people who had wanted to do her harm.

They were memories she had hoped to leave behind in Starling City when she moved to New York, not have them rekindled by another stranger hiding in the shadows after saving her life.

"You… do have a phone… right?"

Felicity was once again shaken from her reverie, and she nodded profusely before pulling out her phone from her purse.

"Good," he stated. Felicity watched as the man turned around and began to walk away. Before she could stop herself, her hands grasped onto the wall and she pulled herself up on shaky legs.

"Wait!" she called out. The man stopped and turned his head, his blue eyes landing on her own blue ones in question.

"What's your name?"

Silence.

The man didn't respond. Didn't even move or give any indication that he heard Felicity's question. Instead, his eyes were glued onto hers, and Felicity felt… kinda violated. It was like those eyes were staring deep into her soul and uncovering secret after secret that she thought she had hidden under old, dusty drapes forever so nobody would find.

Finally, Felicity almost saw the man smirk in response.

"A stranger," he responded.

Felicity wanted to smack him. Of course he'd say that. All vigilantes say that.

"By the way, don't walk home alone so late," he chuckled, "If somebody offers you a ride, don't refuse them."

All Felicity did was blink, and the man was gone. Almost as if he had never been there in the first place and he had been a part of her imagination. Felicity looked around the alley, trying desperately and in vain to search for her rescuer, but there was no point in it. The only thing she could see, were the unconscious bodies of the vulgar men he had beaten up for her and a dark alley.

He had disappeared.

Felicity huffed in frustration as she pushed herself off the wall and did as the man had told her, she typed in 911 on her phone and shoved it against her ear.

When she had left Starling City, Felicity Smoak had been hoping to leave the violent and bloody world of the Vigilantes behind her and move on to live a normal life in Manhattan, a place that was almost devoid of any kind of heroic and villainy activity.

But, as it turns out, Manhattan did have a vigilante of its own.

And she had a feeling this wouldn't be the last time she would see him.

* * *

><p><em>Manhattan, New York City<em>

_January 30_

_ 7:53 EDT_

He overslept again.

And this time, Ronnie Raymond couldn't deny that the entire fault lay solely on him.

Sure, he could argue that his alarm was not loud enough to rouse him up from his deep sleep despite the fact that it had been at full volume. Sure, he could complain that his TV was enticing him with a 9-hour marathon of Doctor Who episodes that he had been eager to watch to its fullest.

Sure, he could lie and say that he had been busy unpacking the rest of his stuff in his new home with his father. But, as the years went by and Ronnie went from grade level to grade level, he found that it was getting harder to bullshit his way past his teachers.

That's usually when being the quarterback and star of the football team came in handy; such a title made it easy for him to convince his teachers to raise his grades or pardon a tardy. After all, they couldn't have the school's star quarterback miss out in the action on the field. It could cost them their winning streak.

But, that status had belonged to him in his old school back in Pennsylvania, not in Bradley High School where already more than half his teachers and fellow classmates hated him for no other reason other than being himself. His teachers wouldn't excuse him, even if it was just his third day in this new school.

Which is why he found himself running at full speed through the streets on his way to school.

"Excuse me! Sorry!"

"Hey! Watch where you're going!"

"Sorry, sir!"

He dodged obstacle after obstacle, person after person, running as fast as he could so he wouldn't be chewed out by his Chemistry teacher who was already more than pissed off at him. Apparently, the guy didn't take it well when his new student blows up his class (on accident) during a lab gone wrong.

"Oof!"

Ronnie was taken by surprise when he suddenly bumped into something _hard_, the impact making him fall to the ground where he rubbed his forehead in pain.

"Are you okay?" asked a male voice. A pale hand appeared in Ronnie's field of vision.

"Yeah, sorry sir," replied Ronnie as he took the offered hand that helped him get up from the ground.

"It's fine," spoke the almost bored voice of the man, "Just be more careful next time."

Ronnie nodded furiously, before taking off once again, not even bothering to get a full view of the man's face. He was already late enough as it was.

But, as he crossed the street, Ronnie was too busy worrying about being late that he didn't notice the car coming his way at full speed until it was almost too late. Ronnie's eyes widened as time seemed to slow down and he caught sight of the incoming mustang that didn't look like it was going to stop anytime soon.

Shit. He was going to get ran over. Out of all days, he hadn't expected for this one to be his last day on Earth.

Almost.

He felt a pair of strong arms wrap around his waist and the feel of the wind hitting his body hard. One second he was running in the middle of the street about to be run down by a car, and the next he was standing in the middle of the sidewalk with a crowd of people shoving past him as if nothing happened and he didn't just appear out of nowhere.

He blinked. And blinked. And blinked. He looked back at the street where the car that was about to run him over drove past before disappearing in the distance. His eyes remained glued to the spot where he had been just mere seconds ago before they furiously wandered around the area, looking for any form of logical explanation for this oddity.

When he found nothing but people walking by him and pushing him out of the way, he shook his head.

_'Must've been my imagination.'_

His eyes landed on the black watch wrapped around his wrist and they widened.

"Shit! I'm late!" he cried out, before he continued on his way back to school, the incident now moved to the back of his mind.

The man watched as the boy disappeared amongst the sea of people.

"_Tch_. Told him to be careful," he muttered before walking away.

* * *

><p><em>Manhattan, New York<em>

_January 30_

_10:04 PM EDT_

The pain was overwhelming.

Peter knew that he should've expected something like this from the very beginning the moment he decided to walk home so late at night. New York City wasn't exactly the safest place to walk around near-midnight after all.

He looked down at his hands clutching onto his stomach, the blood pouring out of his wound had colored them a deep scarlet that would take hours to wash off. The liquid stained newly bought clothes a dark, ugly color, too. Damn, his aunt will be pissed at him.

That is, if he survived long enough to see her again.

He groaned in pain. The guy took his phone as well, so there was no way for him to contact the police and get an ambulance to pick him up before it was too late and he completely bled out on the concrete.

His camera had also been taken. His expensive camera that was given to him by his overbearing boss who told him with carefully calculated words to take good care of it, otherwise his ass was in the biggest trouble of the century.

How awesome was his new job at the Daily Bugle?

_'You should really make better life choices, Peter,' _he thought bitterly.

"Help!" he had been crying out for the past ten minutes, ever since the man had pulled him from the sidewalk into the alley and attacked him. But, the streets were near empty by then, and nobody heard his hoarse cry for help. Either that or they completely ignored it.

He was going to die here, he just knew it. All for a wallet with eight bucks and a gift card to a local taco place.

"Are you okay?"

His eyes widened and his head snapped up. There was somebody there in the shadows, somebody who spoke with a feminine voice and had addressed his injured-self. Unless of course, it had been his imagination.

No. There was somebody there alright. He could see their outline in the shadows with his blurry vision. The outline of a woman, and a pair of aqua green eyes that shone with concern.

"You're hurt."

No shit, he wanted to say. But, he wasn't willing to risk frustrating the only person who may be willing to help him because of his snarky attitude.

"C-can you call a hos-"

"Stay still," ordered the voice.

He watched as a pair of small hands reached out for his injured area and slowly removed his hands from his abdomen. He knew that it wasn't that deep, knew it the instant the knife pierced through skin. It was the blood loss that he was worried about. He was losing far too much of the precious liquid that is supposed to remain inside his body in order for him to live.

She gently placed her own hands over the wound.

"Um, I-I appreciate the help, but I-I think an ambulance would work b-be-"

Peter's eyes widened when a vibrant green glow appeared in the woman's hands and a warm sensation spread throughout his body. He watched with uncontained amazement - doubting his sanity and wondering if this was a dream - as the hands continued to glow over his wound, and after a few long minutes that felt like forever, the glow dissipated and the hands moved away.

Peter blinked as his shaky, blood-covered hands reached over for his wound... only to realize that it wasn't there anymore. His eyes widened even more and he slowly pulled up his dirty shirt. The blood was still there, but there was no knife wound. There wasn't even any pain. The injury was gone and the only evidence that it had ever been there, was the blood staining his clothes and skin.

"H-how... How did you...?"

He looked up from his wound, expecting to see the woman standing there, but there was nothing. Only an empty space where his rescuer used to be. He looked wildly across the alley, hoping to find the woman that had helped him, but she wasn't there anymore. She had vanished into thin air.

He felt his wound-free abdomen once again before pulling his shirt down.

He didn't understand what had happened, or who that had been.

But, one thing he did know, was that his aunt was definitely going to kill him for getting his clothes dirty.

* * *

><p>It all began with small incidents like these. People in New York City (most notably Manhattan) claimed to have been saved, at one point during the last few weeks, by either a man or woman shrouded in shadows. They would never show their faces or even announce their presence before disappearing into the darkness.<p>

Stories like these were spread far and wide, and people began to believe that a group of new vigilantes had taken root in New York City for the first time, in a long time.

Still, despite the many stories that were shared by those who had been rescued at the hands of these supposed-vigilantes, the lack of evidence made it hard for those outside of the city - or those who had never seen them - to actually believe them.

It was for this reason that the stories remained just that: stories.

And despite the fact that they became less and less believable as time went by, those who had been saved at the hands of these vigilantes still believed that there was a group of heroes out there watching over the city.

A group of shadows.

Of Phantoms.

Heroes who hadn't made enough of an impact to get the League's attention, but enough to garner the citizens' attention. At least, until months later.

It was in New York City where it all started.

Where the stories of the '_Shinobi_' first began

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Crap. Crap. Crappitycrapcrap crap. I did it again. I have posted... a new story. Yeah, I've been rewatching Young Justice like ten times since it was put on Netflix, so this doesn't really surprise me. Eventually, something was going to stem from it. **

**Anyway, this story will be a Marvel(only by a little bit)/Naruto/Young Justice (DC Comics) Crossover. I know that this has been done before, but I wanted to give it a shot. **

**I'm still not sure whether I'm going to continue it though. There are so many directions that I wanted to take with this story with but I wanted to post this to get it over with after having it on my computer for so long. It depends on whether it receives a good response if I will continue this or not.**

**A couple of things to establish though. Read this before you post a review or try to PM me.**

**1. This story will mainly focus on the Young Justice Storyline starting somewhere around the tenth-fifteenth chapter, however, for now, we are seeing the origins story of Team 7 in this new world where they have to adapt in order to survive and find a way back home... if they can.**

**2. Despite the fact that it is set in the Young Justice world as its main base in the crossover, this is actually an AU. Like, a huge AU. There are going to be Marvel characteristics and characters, but there will be changes done so that it can mix well with the DC/Young Justice verse. **

**3. The origins for a few of these characters will be vastly different from their canon verse. SHIELD and Spider-Man could be an example of this. **

**4. I am very well aware that there are a lot (okay, a shit-ton) of characters in both the DC Comics and Marvel world individually, and that I'm taking a huge risk by combining these two worlds along with Naruto because it could make things flow a little more difficult. This is why DC Comics/Marvel crossovers hardly work at all. So, I am not going to include ALL of the characters of both universes, instead, I will only include key characters from both the DC verse and the Marvel verse.**

**5. I also understand the risks I'm taking by combining two universes that have different kinds of lore, but - trust me on this - I will do whatever necessary to make sure there's consistencies and that they combine well.**

**5. This is fanfiction, I can do whatever the fuck I want. As long as their powers are accurate and their personalities and character development are near flawless (as well as some other key elements to fanfictions) then I will happily write this (if I decide to continue).**

**Ok, Time for me to go! Hope you enjoyed! **


End file.
